66    THE CYCLE OF SPRING

We laugh at solemn Death

Till he joins in our laughter.
We tear open Time's purse.,

Taking back, his plunder from him.
You shall  lose your heart to  us,  O

Winter.

It will gleam in the trembling leaves
And break into flowers.

SONG OF WINTER

Leave me, let me go.
I sail for the bleak North, for the peace

of the frozen shore.
Your    laughter    is    untimely,    my

friends.
You turn my farewell tunes into the

welcome song of the Newcomer,
And all things* draw me back again into
the dancing ring of their hearts.

SONG OF THE HERALDS OF SPRING

Life's spies are we, lurking in ambush
everywhere.